



King. Art thou indeed? r 
7>. Prouc me my gracious fcmeraigne, 

King. Darft tbpurefoluc to kill a friend of mine* 

TV. I my Lord, hut I had rather kill two deepe enemies. 
Ktng. Why there thou had it two deepe enemies. 

Foes, to my reft, and my fwcct fleepesdidurbs, 

Are they that I would hauc thee dealc vpons 
T*rrel ) I means thpli Jbaftards in the tovyer. 

Ttr. Let me hauc open meanes to come to them, 

And foone ilc rid you from the fcarc of them.’ 

Kin. Thou fingft fwcet muficke. Come hither Ttrrell, 
Go by that token jife and lend thine care, Heyvhtfpers inbi$ 
Tisnoniprebutfo/ayisitjpnc, t m. 

And I will louc thee and prefer thee too. 

Tit l Tis done my gracious lord. 

.Shallwehcarc from thee 7Vr<?/, ere vye fleep \Sn.Bnt, 
Ttr. Yefhallmy Lord. 

Bhc ♦ My lord, I h$ic c opfidered in my mind, 

The late demaund that you did found me in. 

Ktng. Well, let that pa(Te,Dorfct.is fled to Richmond. 

Buc. I-hearc that newes my lord. 

King. S unity he is your wiues fonncsAVcl looke to it. ; , 
Bhc. My lord, I claime your gift, my due by promife. 

For which your honor and your faith is pa wnd, 4 
ThcEarljedomepfHcrfordand themoueables. 

The which your promifed I (hould podefle. 

Ktng . S tanley looke to your wife ,if (he conuey 
Letters to Richmond you (hall anfwere it. 

Bhc. What faies your highnefle to my iuft dcmandS 
King. As I remember, Henrie the fixe 
Did prophecie that Richmpnd (hould be king, 

When Richmond was a little pccuifh boy, 

A king perhaps, perhaps. Bnck. My lord. 

King. How chance the prophet <pould not ^that time, . 
Hauc told mc,I being by , that I (hould kill him. 

Bhc!^ My lord,your prpmifefor theEarlcdome* 

Kin. Richmond, when laft I was at Exeter, , 

The Maior in curecfic (hewed me the Caftle, 


of Richard the third. 

And called it Ruge-motint,ac which name I flatted, 
Bccaufe a Bard of Ireland tolde me onc6 
I (hould not liuc long after I (avy Richmond- 
er, My lord. 

King. I,what$ a docket 

Buc. I am thus bold to put your grace in mind 
Of what you promifd me. 

King. WcILbut whats a clockc? 

Bhc. Vpon the ftrokc oft da. 

King. Well, let it ftrike, 

Bhc. Why let it ftrike? 

King. Becaufc that like a Iacke thou kcepeft the ftrokfe 
Betwixt thy begging and my meditation, 

I am not in the giuing Vainc to day. 

Bhc. Why then refolue file whether yoii will or no? 

.KV.Tut,tut,thou troubled roc, I am not in the vain. Exit. 

Buck* Is it cucn fo,rcwards he my true fcruicc 
Withfuch dccpecontcmpt,made I him king for thi ii 
Olet me thinkc on Haftings, and begone 
To Brecnock while my fearefull head is Oil. Exit* 

Enter Sir Francis Ttrrell. 

Ttr. The tyrannous and bloudic deed is done* 

The mod arqhf aft of pittcous maflacrc. 

That cuer yet’ this land was guiltie of, 

Dighton and Eorrcft whorol did fubbornc, 

To do this ruthkfle peccc of butchcric. 

Although they wcrc'fldht villains, bloudie degs^ 

Melting with tendcrncdeaftdkind compaffion. 

Wept Uke two^hildrcn in their deaths fad dories; 

Lo thus quoth Dighton laie thofc tender babes, 

Thus thus quoth Forreft girdling on another 
Within their innocetit atoblaftcr armes, ; 

Their lipsfourc red Rofcs on a flatter. 

Which in their fumracr beaurie kid each other, 

A bookc of praiers on their pillow laie* 

Which once quoth Fbrreft almoft changd my mindc, 

But 6 the diuel; their the viUaincflopir, 

Whiled Dightos thus told on we fmothered 
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